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There is a figure with a down-turned torch
Carved on a pillar in an olden time,

A calm and lovely boy

Who comes not to destroy
But to lead age back to its golden prime.

Thus did an antique sculptor draw thee, Death,
With smooth and beauteous brow and faint sweet
smile,

Nor haggard, gaunt and vile,
And thou perhaps art Him to whom men may

Unvexed, give up their breath,

But in my soul thou sittest like a dream
Among earth's mountains, by her dim-coloured
seas;

A wild unearthly Shape

In thy dark-glimmering cape,
Piping a tune of wavering melodies,

Thou sittest, ay, thou sittest at the feast
Of my brief life among earth's bright-wreathed
flowers,

Stemming the dancing hours
With sombre gleams until abrupt, thou risest

And all, at once, is ceased.

SOLDIERS IN A SMALL CAMP
THERE is a camp upon a rounded hill
Where men do sleep more closely to the stars,
And tree-like shapes stand at its entrances,
Beside the small, dark, shadow-soldiery.
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